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Trousers are a thing of yesterday with - us, but our
top-hat carries us back to the Wars of the Roses and
beyond. It is not its beauty that explains it. I have
never heard any one deny that it is ugly, though cus-
tom may have blunted our sense of its ugliness. It
is not its utility. I have never heard any one claim
that this strange cylinder had that quality. It is not
its comfort. It is stiff, it is heavy, it is unmanageable
in a wind and ruined by a shower of rain. It needs
as much attention as a peevish child or a pet dog.
It is not even cheap, and when it is disreputable it is
the most disreputable thing on earth. What is the
mystery of its strange persistence? Is it simply a
habit that we cannot throw of! or is there a certain
snobbishness about it that appeals to the flunkeyism
of men? That is perhaps the explanation. That is
perhaps why it has disappeared when snobbishness
is felt to be inconsistent with the world of stern
realities and bitter sorrows in which we live. We
are humble and serious and out of humour with the
pretentious vanity of our top-hat.

IN PRAISE OF WALKING
I STARTED out the other day from Keswick with a
rucksack on my back, a Baddeley in my pocket,
and a companion by my side. I like a companion
when I go a-walking. " Give me a companion by